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> . & O UND ſome fair Tree th' ambitious 
* 


J * 


2 5 Woodbine grows, 
And breaths her Sweets on the ſupport- 


53 1 ing Boughs; 

&&& So {weet the Verſe, th' ambitious Verſe 
ſhalibe, 

O! pardon mine) that hopes Support from Thee; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er Senates to preſide, 
Their Dignity to raiſe, their Councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And Kingdoms Fates, without Ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant Virtuesnice Extreams to blend, 
The Crown's Aſſerter, and the Peoples Friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer Views, 
To liſten to the Labours of the mule, 


A2 Thy 


[2] 
Thy Smiles protect her, while thy Talents fire, 
And 'tis but half thy Glory to inſpire, 


VExTatapublick Fame ſo juſtly won, 
The jealous Chremes is with Spleen undone; 
Chremes, for airy Penſions of Renown, 
Devotes his Service to the State, and Crown ; 
All Schemes he knows, and knowing all, improves, 
Tho' Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this Patriot loves; 
But Patriots differ, ſome may ſhed their Blood, 
He drinks his Coffee for the publick Good, 
Conſults the ſacred Steam, and there foreſees 
What Storms, or Sunſhine, Providencedecrees, 
Knows for each Day the Weather of our Fate. 
A Ouid-nuncis an Almanack of State. 

Y ov ſmile, and think this Stateſman void of Uſe. 


Why may not Tyne his ſecxet Worth produce? 
Since Apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian Nut, 


Since Steeds of Geniusare expert at Put, 


Since half the Senate not content can ſay, 

Geeſe Nations ſave, and Puppies Plots betray. 
Wnar makes him model Realms, and counſel Kings? 

An Iacapacity for ſmaller Things, 


Poor 
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Poor Chremes can't conduct his own Eſtatey 
And thence has undertaken Europe's Fate. 


Gehenno leaves the Realm to Chremes' Skill, 
And beldly claims a Province higher ſtill. 
To raiſe a Name, th'ambitious Boy has got 
At once a Bible, and a Shoulder-knot ; 
Deep in the Secret, he looks thro' the Whole, 
And pities the dull Rogue that ſaves his Soul; 
To talk with Reverence you mult take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender Reaſon with the Creed, 
How-e'er, well-bred, in Publick he complies, 
Obliging Friends alone with Blaſphemies, 

PEERAGE is Poiſon, good Eſtates are bad, 
For this Diſeaſe; poor Rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not Attainders brought unhop'd Relief, 
And falling Stocks quite cur'd an Unbeliet ? 
While the Sun ſhines Blunt talks with wond'rous Farce; 
But Thunder marrs Small-Beer, and weak Diſcourſe. 
Such uſeful Inſtruments the Weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their Mercury is high or low. 

HeaLTu chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the Dark, 


A Fever argues better than a Clark; 
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Let but the Logick in his Pulſedecay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray, 
While C 
TH apoſtate Youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. 

C who makes ſo merry with the Creed, 
He almoſt thinks he disbelieves indeed; 


mourns with an unfeigned Zea! 


But only thinks fo; to give both their Due, 


Satan, and he believe, and tremble too, 


Narciſſus the Tartarian Club diſclaims, 
Nay, a Free-maſon with ſome Terror names, 
Omits no Duty, nor can Envy fay 
He miſed theſe many Years the Church, o. ay; 
He aalen no Noiſe in Parliament, *tis true, 
But pays his Debts, and Viſits, when tis due; 
His Character, and Gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can out- bow the bowing Dean; 
A Smile eternal on his Lip he wears, 
Which equally the Wiſe, and Worthleſs ſhares, 
In gay Fatigues this moſt undaunted Chief 
Patient of Idleneſs beyond Belief, 
Moſt charitably lends the Town his Face 


For Ornament, in every publick Place; 


As 
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As ſure as Cards he to the Aſſembly comes; 
And is the Furniture of Drawing-rooms. 
When Ombyecalls, his Hand, and Heart are free, 
And, joyn'd to Two, he fails not to make Three. 
Narciſſus is the Glory of his Race: 


For who does nothing with a better Grace ? 


Todeck my Liſt, by Nature weredeſign'd 
Such ſhining Expletivesof human Kind, 
Who want, whilethro' blank Life they dream along, 
Senſe to beright, and Paſſion to be wrong. 


Tocounterpoſe this Hero of the Mode, 
Some for Renown are ſingular, and odd; 
What other Men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all Mankind theſe dear Antipodes ; 


Thro' Pride, not Malice, they run counter ſtill, 16 bt 
And Birth-daysare their Days of dreſling ill. | j | 
Arb tisa Fool, and F a Sage, 1 
8 ly will fright you, E engage, MM 


By Nature Streams run backward, Flames deſcends, 
Stones mount, and & x is the worſt of Friends. 
Tuey take their Reſt by Day, and wake by Night, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize them in the Right, 


4 
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If they by chance blurt out, exewellaware; 
ASwan is white, or 9—yis fair. 


NoTuixG exceeds in Ridicule, no doubt, 

A Fool in Faſhion, but a Fool that's out; 

His Paſſion for Abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, 

He cannot bear a Rival in the Wrong. 

Tho' wrong the Mode, comply; more Senſe is ſnewn 
In wearing other's Follies, than your own. 

It whatisout of Faſhion molt you prize, 

Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wilc, 


Bur what in oddneſs can be mare Sublime 
- ThanS 


His nice Ambition lies in curious Fancies, 


, the foremoſt Toyman of his Time ? 


His Daughter's Portion a rich Shell inhances, 

And Aſhmole's Baby-houſe is, in his View, 

Britannia's golden Mine, a rich Peru: 

How his Eyes Languiſh? how his Thoughts adore 
That painted Coat which Foſeph never wore ? 

He ſhews on Holidaysa ſacred Pin, 

That toucht the Ruff, that toucht Queen Beſs's Chin. 
«« SINCE that great Dearth our Chronicles deplore, 


** Since the great Plague that ſwept as many more, 


« Was 


Vas 


C73 

Was ever Veat unbleſt as this? he'll cry, 

« It has not brought us one new Butterfly ! 

In Times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd Men as theſe, 
Unhappy I ! how came you to plealc? 


No r gawdy Butterflies are Lico's Game; 
But, ineffeR, his Chace is much the ſame, 
Warm in Purſuit, he levees all the Great, 
Stanch to the Foot of Title, and Eſtate. 
Where-e'er their Lordſhips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, ortheir Shadowslagg behind; 
He ſets them ſure, here · e er their Lordſhips run, 
Cloſe at their Elbows, as a Morning - dun; 
As if their Grandeur by Contagion wrought, 
And Fame was, like a Fever, to be caught: 
But after ſeven Years Dance from Place to Place, 


The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace, 


Wu o'r be a Crutch to propa rotten Peer; 
Orliving Pendant, dangling at his Ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring Secrets, which were blown 
For Months before by Trumpets thro the Town? 
| Who'd- 


* 4 Daniſh Dog. 


[8] 
Who'd be a Glaſs with flattering Grimace 
Still to reflect the Temper of his Face; 
Or happy Pin to ſtick upon his Sleeve, 
When my Lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave; 
Or Cuſhion, when his Heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
To loll, orthump it for his better Eaſe; 6 
Ora vile Butt, for Noon, or Night beſpoke, 
When the Peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his Joke? 
Who'd ſhake with Laughter, tho' he cou'd not find 
His Lordſhip's Jeſt, or, if his Noſe broke Wind, 
For Bleſſings to the Gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry Chimney- ſweep, or drivea Plough ? 
With Termslike theſe how mean the Tribe that cloſe ? 


Scarce meaner they, who Terms, like theſe, impoſe. 


Bur what's the Tribe moſt likely to comply? 
The Men of Ink, or ancient Authors lie, | 
The writing Tribe, who ſhameleſs Auctions hold 
Of Praiſe, by Inchof Candle to be old; 
All Men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deathleſs Fame, their everlaſting Boaſt: 
For Fame no cully makes ſo much her Jeſt, 
As her old, conſtant Spark, the Bard profeſt. 


«Bae lt 
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wu — ſhines in Council, 2 in the Fight, 


« P.'s magnificent; but I can write, 
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And what to my great Soul like Glory dear? 
Till ſome God whiſpers in his tingling Ear, 
That Fame's unwholeſom taken without Meat, 
And Life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is cat, 
Grown lean, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his Wants were in his Wit. 
An! what avails it, when his Dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant Name adorns a Poſt ? 
Or that his ſhining Page (provoking Fate!) 
Defends Sirloins, which Sons of Dulneſs eat? 
Wuar Foe to Verſe without Compaſſion hears? 
What cruel Proſe- man can refrain from Tears? 
When the poor Muſe for leſs than half a Crown 
A Proſt itute on every Bulk in Town, 1 i | 
With other Whores undone, tho? not in Print, ö | 
Clubs Credit for Geneva in the Mint? f 
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Ye Bards! why will you ing, tho' uninſpir'd ? 
Ye Bards! why will you ſtarve to be admir'd ? 
Defunct by Phabus Laws beyond Redrels, 
Why will your Spectres haunt the frighted Prefs? 
Bad 


L 101 
Bad Metre, that Excreſcence of the Head, 
Like Hair, will ſprout, altho the Poet's dead. 

ALL other Trades demand, Verſe - makers beg; 
A Dedication is a wooden Leg, 
And barren Labeo, the true Mumper's Faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd Brats to move Compaſſion. 
Tho ſuch my ſelf, vile Bards I diſcommend, 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my Friend. 

sr then a Crime to write? if Talents rare 
Proclaim the God, the Crime is to forbear; 
For ſome, tho few, there are large- minded Men, 
Who watch unſeen the Labours of the Pen, 
Who know the Muſe's Worth, and therefore court, 
Their Deeds her Theme, their Bounty her ſupport, 
Who ſerve unask d the leaſt Pretence to Wit; 
My ſole Excuſe, alaſs! for having writ; 
Will H pardon, if I dare commend 


H t, with Zeal a Patron, and a Friend I 
A le true Wit is ſtudious to reſtore, 

And D t ſmiles, if Phabus ſmil d before, 
7 ke in Years the long - lov d Arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires. 


Dur 


To 


Dur 
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Bur ah! not Inſpiration can obtain 


That Fame, which Poets languiſh for in vain. 
How mad their Aim? who thirſt for Glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no man can poſſeſs alive. 

No living Glory will Detraction ſpare, 

The Man muſt die, who makes full Fame his Gare. 
Fame's a Reverſion in which Men take place 

O late Reverſion!) at their own Dececaſe. 

This Truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well, 

He ſlarves his Authors, that their Works may ſell. 


Taar Fame is Wealth, fantaſtick Poets cry; 


\ That Wealth is Fame, another Clan reply, 


Who know no Guilt, no Scandal but in Rags, 

And ſwell in juſt Proportion to their Bags, 

Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old 

Think Glory nothing but the Beams of Gold. 

The firſt young Lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt Huncks in Lombard. ſtreet, 
From reſcu'd Candle's Ends who rais'da Sum, 
And ſtarvesto joina Penny toa Plumb. 

A beardleſs Miſer ? tis a Guilt unknown 

To former Times, a Scandal all our own, 


L 12] 

Ox ardent Lovers, the true modern Band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their Land. 
For Love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 
Name but the Fair, Love ſwells into his Eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond Fears lay down ; 
halt a Crown. 

He gloriesto late Times to be convey'd, 

Not for the Poor he has reliev'd, but made. 
Not ſuch Ambition his great Fathers fir'd 


No Rival can prevail, but 


When Harry conquer'd, and half France expit d. 
He'd be a Slave, a Pimp, a Dog for Gain, 
Nay, a dull Sheriff for his golden Chain. 


« Wuo'p bea Slave? ” the gallant Colonel cries, 
While Love of Glory ſparklesfrom his Eyes. 
To deathleſs Fame he loudly pleads his Right. 
Juſt is his Title, for I will not fight; 
But when indulging on the laſt Campaign, 
Hislofty Terms climb o'er the Hills of Slain. 
He gives the Foes he ſlew, at each vain Word, 
A ſweet Revenge, and halt-abſolves his Sword, 
Or Boaſting more than of a Bomb afraid, 


A Soldier ſhould be modeſt, as a Maid: 


Fame 


C093. 


Fame is a Bubble the Reſerv'd enjoy, 


Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
'Tis the World's Debt to Deeds of high Degree; 


But if you pay your ſelf, the World is free. 


Were there no Tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
Auguſius' Deeds in Arms had neer been known, 


Auguſtus Deeds; it that ambiguous Name, 
Confounds my Reader, and miſguides his Aim, 
Such is the Prince's Worth, of whom I ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the Miſtake, 


